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world, carries a pious injunction supplied by
the Ministry of Information:

-CARELESS TALK COSTS LIVES.   IF
YOU MUST TALK, TALK VICTORY/5

I watch the trains imperturbably leaving for
one of the areas where a " Mishap" has occurred.
Before and after they reach the repaired bomb
crater, they will pass through stations without
names, and run across open country where roads
are unmarked and bewildered motorists will
desperately endeavour to obtain directions from
wary farmers who have been explicitly warned
against parachutists and Fifth Columnists. The
county surveyors' stores are piled with crossbars
that once guided wayfarers to Smugglers' Bay
or Marshington-on-Moor; the mass obliteration
of local signs has imposed a new form of democ-
racy on hotels which can no longer advertise
themselves as "Oldhaven's Best" or "The First
in Seaport".

Yet the task of defeating parachutists is still
incomplete, for local stationers continue to dis-
play picture postcards on outside stalls, and
road maps giving details of each district can be
purchased for two or three shillings. There is
even a projected onslaught on tombstones,
which so often mention the locality of the com-
memorated dead. Those who have never